248   SCENES IN THE DECKAN.1

ing flag bears the wild boar for its ensign.
After capital riding, over a fine and lovely
country, the sport once past, spears lost
and won, the wild boars dragged in
triumph home, the beaters wearied and
exhausted, reposing on the ground, the
party, <f all good fellows," adjourn to their
encampment, open their stores of welcome
and required refreshment, then

" Take the cup,- ^ /
And drain it up, J
To snaffle, spur and spear."

The evening sees them on their tats,
returning into camp, all with renewed
health, good spirits, and good-feeling.
The Deckan generally, abounds with game;
but the country is dangerous, and difficult
to ride over, a circumstance, however,
which seems rather to encrease than
diminish the sportsman's zeal. From
the good riding required, and personal
peril incurred by a hog-hunter, this sport
deservedly ranks higher than afay other.